POPULAR TALES

sake. Tell him it shall be his. Tell him I am ready, I am
eager, to put him in possession of it; and to repair the injustice
I have done, or which, at least, I have permitted to be done
in my name/

Frank was so overjoyed that he could scarcely utter one word
of thanks. In his way home he called at Mrs. Hungerford's,
to tell the good news to his sister Fanny. This was the eve of
their father's birthday; and they agreed to meet at the alms-
house in the morning.

The happy morning came. Old Frankland was busy in his
little garden, when he heard the voices of his children, who
were coming towards him. c Fanny ! Patty ! James ! Frank !
Welcome, my children ! Welcome ! I knew you would be so
kind as to come to see your old father on this day; so I was
picking some of my currants for you, to make you as welcome
as I can. But I wonder you are not ashamed to come to see
me in an almshouse. Such gay lads and lasses ! I well know
I have reason to be proud of you all. Why, I think, I never
saw you, one and all, look so well in my whole life !J

* Perhaps, father,' said Frank, < because you never saw us,
one and all, so happy !    Will you sit down, dear father, here in
your arbour ; and we will all sit upon the grass, at your feet,
and each tell you stones, and all the good news.'

' My children,5 said he, ' do what you will with me ! It
makes my old heart swim with joy to see you all again around
me looking so happy.'

The father sat down in his arbour, and his children placed
themselves at his feet. First his daughter Patty spoke ; and
then Fanny; then James ; and at last Frank. When they had
all told their little histories, they offered to their father in one
purse their common riches: the rewards of their own good
conduct.

6 My beloved children !' said Frankland, overpowered with
his tears, f this is too much joy for me ! this is the happiest
moment of my life ! None but the father of such children can
know what I feel! Your success in the world delights me ten
times the more, because I know it is all owing to yourselves.3

* Oh no, dear father 1' cried they with one accord;   * no,
dear, dear father; our success is all owing to you !    Everything
we have is owing to you; to the care you took of us, from our
infancy upward.     If you had not watched for our welfare, and
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